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Through all the glades of England, the ferny glades of
England,
Until the way enwound her
With sprays of may, and crowned her
With stars of frosty blossom in a merry morris-ring.
There is a song of England that haunts her hours of rest;
The calm of it and balm of it
Are breathed from every hedgerow that blushes to the
West:
From the cottage doors that nightly
Cast their welcome out so brightly
On the lanes where laughing children are lifted and
caressed
By the tenderest hands in England, hard and blistered
hands of England:
And from the restful sighing
Of the sleepers that are lying
With the arms of God around them on the night's
contented breast.
There is a song of England that wanders on the wind;
So sad it is and glad it is
That men who hear it madden and their eyes are wet
and blind,
For the lowlands and the highlands
Of the unfbrgotten islands,
For the Islands of the Blessed and the rest they cannot
find
As they grope in dreams to England and the love they
left in England;
Little feet that danced to meet them
And the lips that used to greet them5
And the watcher at the window in the home they left
behind.